


I see food and then I eat it.” 

-- Ryan Rosenblatt 
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to the dark shiny wolf in all of us 


Reasons For Becoming. A Hunter 
Gatherer For A Week 

I have always had a fixation with becoming a 
hunter gatherer. My main reason was environmental. 

In the pre-agricultural era humans lived much more 
harmoniously with nature. They had to. If they killed 
everything off, they would have starved. Then along 
came farming and humans could suddenly kill off 
whole ecosystems. They could produce food in an 
almost endless supply which inevitably increased the 
human population and increased the demand for more 
nature destroying farms. Predators like wolves, bears, 
and lions lived on the outskirts of man’s farms and 
were no longer a serious threat. Once humans invented 
the farm they thought the laws of nature no longer 
applied to them. Everyone knows that a population 
will keep expanding until the food supply becomes 
depleted. When food is scarce, famine ensues and only 
the strongest survive. Humans are not exempt from the 
laws of nature. The concept of population crests and 
troughs applies to wolves, applies to caribou, and 
applies to every organism on earth. Humans are no 
different. Birth control makes a whole lot of sense. 
Unless humans learn this vital lesson, one day food 
could run short and a worldwide famine could force 
the survivors to revert to a more harmonious hunter 
gatherer lifestyle. (Read the book Ishmael by Daniel 
Quinn to learn more about the population dilemma and 
the solution.) A worldwide famine could occur in my 
lifetime. By becoming attuned to nature and becoming 
part of the food chain, I hoped to learn the skills I 
needed to live off the grid. 
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I also hoped that living as; a hunter gatherer 
for a week would make some people rethink the way 
they live their lives and make them become more 
environmentally conscientious. This is especially 
crucial since we are living in a time whep species are 
disappearing at a faster rate than when the dinosaurs 
went extinct. In today’s world hunter gatherism will 
never become a viable solution for the masses. Hunt¬ 
ing and gathering only makes sense for the select few 
who own vast tracks of private land . (Read The Last 
American Man by Elizabeth Gilbert to learn about 
how Eustace Conway left the suburbs to go live in the 
wilderness.) There are too many people in the world 
to have everyone live harmoniously with nature. If 
everyone went into the woods, the woods would be 
stripped bare. Civilization cannot continue to ex¬ 
pand. By ignoring and destroying nature we are 
denying our children the right to live. 

Have you ever watched a multitude of color¬ 
ful maple leaves fall and felt thankful? Have you ever 
watched the moonlight shimmer on the waves at night 
and felt blessed? Have you ever watched a herd of 
elk wandering through the grassy hills, a cougar 
silently striding through the bushes, or a salmon 
struggling upstream? I am lucky. I live in the lovely 
town of Bolinas where I have enjoyed watching all 
these things happen. These extraordinary everyday 
occurrences took millions of years to develop and 
could vanish in the blink of an eye. I wanted to 
surround myself with nature before it is all gone. 
Having an adventure like John Muir who rode ava¬ 
lanches and climbed a Douglas Fir during a thunder 
storm also felt like an exciting idea. (Read The Wild 
Muir Twenty-Two of John Muir’s Greatest Adventures 
Introduced By Lee Stetson and Written by John Muir.) 
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Nature isn’t just some pretty eye candy. Nature 
is essential to the survival of people. Today our crops 
are becoming increasingly homogeneous. Many heir¬ 
loom crops are no longer cultivated and are extinct 
forever. Every time we lose part of this genetic vari¬ 
ability, our species grows closer to extinction. If a 
species has a smaller gene pool, then that species 
capnot adapt tq apd combat disease and harmful insects 
as well. If every crop in a country is genetically identi¬ 
cal, then a disease, fungus, or insect can destroy every 
plant before they produce food. An example of this was 
the Irish potato famine of 1845 where a monoculture or 
genetically identical crop was grown. We still make the 
mistake of growing fickle pionocultures soaked in 
harmful pesticides. (Read Silent Spring by Rachel 
Carson to find out more about pesticides.) 

Genetically engineered crops are the next 
assault on the gene pool of our crops. Most genetically 
engineered plants are patented clones, and are property 
of corporations. This means the farmers can’t grow 
their own seeds. Farmers have to buy seeds from the 
same corporations like Monsanto year after year. 
Scientists are even working pn creating genetically 
engineered crops that are sterile, so corporations will 
exert complete control over the seed market. It isn’t 
comforting that companies whose main interest is 
money are given the responsibility of maintaining 
genetic variability. So far it looks like we’re headed in 
the wrong direction. Clones, sterility, and corporate 
control do not seem like promising venues of genetic 
prosperity. A good idea would be to have the farmers 
become the scientists - the breeders of the plants they 
grow. 
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After the Irish potato famine, the world looked 
for a blight resistant potato and turned to the wild gene 
pool in the Andes mountains. This is where potatoes 
originally came from. We were lucky and found a 
blight resistant potato called the Garnet Chile. What we 
don’t realize is that even though our food doesn’t 
directly come from the wilderness, the genes do. Today 
the homeland of apples in Kazakhstan is being de¬ 
stroyed. This is where there are apples of every imagin¬ 
able shape, size and color. (Read The Botany Of 
Desire by Michael Pollan to learn more about the 
apples of Kazakhstan and the Irish potato famine.) 
Unfortunately apples are not the only crop losing 
genetic variability. Countless cultivars of nearly every 
crop have been lost forever. 

We must protect our wilderness or our food 
plants will become increasingly homogeneous and 
could go extinct. This is only one of the countless 
reasons the environment must be saved. The environ¬ 
ment acts as a sponge and eliminates harmful toxins. 
Trees give us oxygen. Most medicine was originally 
found in nature. The tourism industry makes billions 
of dollars from the wilderness. The world is a web of 
connected ecosystems and humans are a part of this 
web. The wilderness is a fragile irreplaceable wonder 
that took billions of years to create. It is also my belief 
that every organism is sentient and retains some level of 
consciousness. To me building shopping malls on a 
wetland ecosystem is very similar to murder. (Read 
The Secret Life Of Plants By Peter Tomkins and Chris¬ 
topher Bird to learn about plant consciousness.) 

A few of the things you can do are: Support 
organic foods which are genetically more diverse than 
conventional pesticide farming. Become educated 
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about genetically modified organisms. Try growing a 
fruit tree from seed to increase genetic variability. Most 
fruit trees are clones which have been grafted onto 
rootstock. This gives us near perfect food, but decreases 
genetic viability. Peach, apple, cherry and many other 
types of seeds can be put in a refrigerator for six 
months in damp peat moss and then sprouted and 
planted in your yard. Establish native plants wherever 
you live, but don’t think that only native plants are 
important. Go online and find out all the ways you can 
reduce trash, gasoline and electrical use. Go online and 
find out how you can protect the wilderness. Give 
away some money to a good cause. 
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The Beginning 


Over many years I slowly became used to the 
idea of becoming a hunter gatherer. Initially, I wasn’t 
serious about becoming a gatherer. I just thought that 
reading about wild edible plants was a fascinating 
subject. As time progressed I frequently nibbled on 
edible plants and told my friends about them on hikes. 

One fateful afternoon I went into a valley 
behind my house where there is a small forest. In the 
valley I looked at a large pile of dead brush and decided 
to move it, so the plants around it would have more 
space. I began throwing the wood into a pile in some 
acacia trees. Before I knew it, the pile of brush had 
turned into a nest. I made a few minor modifications to 
the nest and it became a permanent feature of the acacia 
tree. This nest was small and only one person could fit 
in it, so I decided to build a bigger nest in another 
acacia tree. The next nest I constructed was much 
larger and could comfortably fit three people in it. 

One day I decided to take a nap in the enormous 
nest. I fell asleep quite easily. Next I collected some 
dry grass and put it in the nest to make it more comfort¬ 
able. Then I decided to start sleeping in the nest and 
bought a sleeping bag into it. The first night was 
horrible. The mosquitos kept biting and buzzing. The 
nest was slanted and I rolled to the edge of it where a 
branch jabbed into my side. Scary animals rustled the 
bushes. Even though the nest was dreadful, the morn¬ 
ing was wonderful. I awoke to merry bird chirping, and 
as the sun rose over the charming lush valley I felt 
happy. Over the next couple of nights I got used to the 
rustling in the brush, covered my face in a jacket so the 
mosquitos wouldn’t bite and brought a mattress down 

-10 



o 

a 


Si 

* 

si 


4*1 

-si 

,&C 

1 

i>5 

*> si 
-si — 

<J »5 

G 

s 

s 

ss a 

Q ? 

JS 


.05 

4^4 

^ &o 

.2 

4^ 

05 

*) 

«* is 

G 

Q 


si 

00 “Q 

<J 

05 



Q 

<^> 


si 

"Si 

Sh 

$* ss 

q 


-li- 





to the nest to combat the slantedness. I solved the first 
two problems, but never quite solved the slanted issue. 
Every night I rolled to the edge of the nest where one 
branch braced against me and prevented me from 
falling. This was only a small problem and after a week 
I became used to sleeping in the nest and was growing 
more attached to the idea of living like a hunter gatherer 
for a week. 

Slowly, but surely my interest in hunting and 
gathering became a passion. I continued reading about 
edible plants and read a delightful book about edible 
insects called Man Eating Bugs by Peter Menzel and 
Faith D’Aluisio. Did you know that dragonflies, grass¬ 
hoppers, and ants are eaten in various parts of the 
world? I was fascinated by the possibility of eating 
bugs and went into my yard to gather some. After thirty 
minutes of looking under rocks, I found two potato 
bugs which are essentially large crickets. I fried them 
in some olive oil and garlic. They were delicious and 
tasted similar to shrimp. This startling discovery made 
me interested about other wild food sources. I discov¬ 
ered that you can make the fruits of the ice plant into a 
rice like cake if you gather enough. I also discovered 
that nasturtium leaves cooked in olive oil and garlic are 
better than spinach. 

I was in love with the idea of hunting and 
gathering, but still needed some encouragement, some¬ 
thing to inspire me and take the leap of becoming self 
sufficient. Change is always a scary concept, especially 
when food and the possibility of eating poisonous food 
enter the equation. So I rented a movie with my friends 
called The Last Samurai. I didn’t have high expecta¬ 
tions, but in the end it inspired me to become a hunter 
gatherer for a week. The Last Samurai is about a 
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European man who goes to Japan to defeat the Samurai 
and make Japan sign a trade agreement with the United 
States. Most of the movie was just blood and guts. The 
inspiring part was how the European man joined the 
Samurai, learned their customs and traditions and 
successfully fought to save the Japanese culture. I don’t 
know if this story is a legend, truth, or just something 
out of Hollywood, but it reminded me of the Native 
Americans and how most of the hunter gatherers have 
been culturally wiped out. (Not all Native American 
tribes were hunter gatherers. Some were farmers.) It 
made me want to save the last isolated hunter gatherer 
tribes before they are wiped out or mixed into main¬ 
stream society. I didn’t feel ready to go to the Amazon 
and convince the loggers, miners, government, and 
encroaching settlers to stop destroying Indian land, but I 
had to do something. 

So the next day I began my great adventure and 
became a hunter gatherer for a week. Since I lived in a 
town it wouldn’t be the same as being a real hunter 
gatherer and because I didn’t have a hunter gatherer 
family to teach me the tricks of the trade I knew it 
would be a challenging week. The first thing I did was 
write a list of ten commandments, or rules that I would 
obey while I was a hunter gatherer. As time progressed 
most of the rules became guidelines that I didn’t follow 
strictly. The only rule I followed strictly was the first 
commandment of eating only what I found. After 
writing the commandments, I wrote a list of possible 
food sources. Then I took my equipment to my nest 
and began my adventure. The first two days I was quite 
anxious and worried about gathering enough food. As a 
result, I didn’t write a whole lot in the beginning. Then 
I had an uplifting talk with an old soccer coach, calmed 
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down and got into the flow of being a hunter gatherer. 
If you are going to read about any day, you should read 
day five where I found secret deserted orchards, 
climbed an edible cactus tree, and caught a rabbit. 


The Commandments 


1) Thou shall only eateth food which thee have 
plucked from where it grows. I followed this strictly 
until the end of the week. Obeying this rule didn’t only 
mean I was to become a hunter gatherer. It also meant 
I wasn’t eating processed food, hydrogenated oil, and 
refined sugar. Obeying this rule also meant food didn’t 
come with packaging, so I produced virtually no trash. 

2) Electricity is thy devil. Thou shall not use 
electricity. The reasoning behind this rule was that 
most electricity comes from polluting coal burning 
facilities. I decided to use electricity to cook food 
because fire pollutes also. On the seventh day, I broke 
this rule and got into a car and dialed 911. I also 
turned the lights on twice, used clocks several times, 
used hot water to clean dishes, and put something in 
the refrigerator for my mother. It was hard to get away 
from electricity when the people around me turned on 
lights, stereos, and vacuum cleaners. 

3) The nest is thy home. Stray not from thy nest at 
night. (Venture into the house only when all the 
lights are off.) The reasoning behind it was I have 
always been a night owl and have stayed up too late. 
By not exposing myself to light at night I thought I could 
change my biological clock, feel sleepier, go to bed 
earlier, and wake up earlier. I also thought it would be 
good to base my operation outside in the nest so I 
would be in nature for a longer duration of time. I broke 
this rule when others turned the lights on in the house 
at night 

4) Showers commandeth the devil and are taboo. 

My reasoning behind this is we waste too much water. 

I took one shorter cold shower with my hose and 
jumped in the ocean many times. 
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5) Clothing: Only wear as much as thy need: pair 
of shorts, warm hat, pants, a shirt, socks, shoes 
and a jacket. My reasoning behind this is we don’t 
need as much stuff as we have. I broke this rule and 
changed clothing after going into poison oak, spiny 
cacti, and the ocean. 

6) Mirrors are to be avoided. Look in the mirror 
only in a dire situation. We don’t need mirrors and I 
have an annoying habit of popping pimples while 
looking in the mirror. I broke this rule. There were too 
many mirrors, but I didn’t pop pimples while looking in 
the mirror. 

7) Equipment: Use mainly a bike, helmet, clothing, 
sleeping bag, mattress, nest, knife, spoon, water 
bottles, fishing equipment, pan, tinfoil, sticks, 
plastic hunting pipe, net, cooking pot, matches, 
magnifying glass, and fire circle of rocks. I used the 
word mainly because I wanted to restrict my usage of 
equipment, but did not want to limit myself to the 
equipment I brought along. I never used the plastic 
hunting pipe, matches, magnifying glass, and fire circle 
of rocks. 

8) The commandments can be altered only with 
serious consultation into thy inner morality. I 

wanted the option of changing a commandment if it 
didn’t make sense. 

9) The commandments must be followed for at 
least one week. I thought that a week was a safe 
amount of time to for me to experience the hunter 
gatherer lifestyle. It would be long enough for me to 
get a glimpse of the hunter gatherer lifestyle and I 
wouldn’t die if I found no food. 

10) Only follow the commandments when they are 
safe. In other words, use common sense. I violated 
this commandment when I considered eating dead 
crabs. 
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List Of Possible Foods 

*The stars are next to the foods I ate 

Protein: *bugs, oysters, clam,*fish, mussels 
Vegetable:* wild radish,*pickleweed, * seaweed, *fen- 
nel, miner’s lettuce,*dock, chickweed, sourel, sour 
grass,*nasturtium, wild onion 
Fruit: huckle berries, salmon berries, *thimble 
berries,*apples, *figs,*mulberries,*plums, strawberries 
Flavoring: *bay tree, *rosemary, *oregano, thyme 
Bland Carbohydrates: Cattail, Oak Nuts, *Hazelnuts 

The Food I Ate 

*The stars are next to the foods I didn’t find appealing 

Protein: Water flea crab, crab, *termites (might be 
better if bigger), fish, shrimp, bird, rabbit, 
*earthworms(too gritty), grasshoppers 
Vegetable: wild radish, seaweed, cactus, nasturtium, 
pickleweed, squash flower, dock, thistle, *nettles (I 
didn’t boil them long enough and they stung me.) 

Fruit: plums, apples, blackberries, cactus fruit, loquats, 
figs, thimble berry, *toyan berries (bitter) 

Flavoring: bay leaf, mint, eucalyptus leaf, oregano, 
shallots, rosemary, sea rocket, hazelnut tea 
Bland Carbohydrates: potato, hazel nuts, *primrose 
roots (bitter), grass seed, *dock seed(bitter), thistle root 
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The Food I Ate Day By Day 

The italicized foods were eaten together 

Day 1: wild radish, plum, blackberry, hazelnuts, 
primrose roots, potato fennel bay leaf seaweed cactus 
soup 

Day 2: four water flea crab, one crab, termites, sea¬ 
weed, wild radish, blackberries, burnt plum soup 

Day 3: raw apple breakfast, twelve small raw crab, two 
small raw fish, twelve small raw shrimp, plums, lo- 
quats, nasturtium, seaweed, blackberries, mint tea 

Day 4: roast apple with raw seaweedfor breakfast and 
eucalyptus tea, roasted wild radish, roasted grass seed, 
roasted dock seed, dock, nettles seaweed pickleweed 
squash flower soup, figs, grasshoppers, hazelnuts, 
potato with bird shallot soup for dinner 

Day 5: breakfast of raw plums and boiled seaweed, 
apples, semi ripe cactus fruit, blackberries, one thimble 
berry, toyan berries, dinner of rabbit baked with apples, 
shallots, rosemary, and nasturtium leaves 

Day 6: breakfast of raw plums with mint tea, apples, 
sea rocket, cactus, semi ripe cactus fruit, hazel nut tea, 
two hazelnuts, boiled seaweed, mulberries, earthworms 

Day 7: plums, wild radish, mulberries, dinner of baked 
surf perch, roast apple, and seaweed 
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Day 1-Tiresome Fennel Soup 

Blackberries are a tasty treat and are every¬ 
where. If you spend enough time in one location you 
can gorge on them. Hazelnuts are by far the best thing 
I have eaten so far. They tasted better than regular nuts 
when I roasted them in the toaster. They are hard to 
find and I got only about a handful’s worth. (Later on I 
became better at finding them.) Primrose roots have a 
tough core and are bitter after multiple boilings. Two 
thumbs down. Wild radishes are nice to nibble on when 
tender. I like the spicy flair. 

Today I made a large pot of soup out of apple, 
fennel, cactus, seaweed, potato, and bay leaves. The 
first couple of bites were scrumptious. Then I began to 
notice the overwhelming taste of the fennel. Eventually 
this dish grew tiresome, but I continued to stuff myself. 

I remember lying down outside and feeling nauseous 
and sleepy from eating so much soup. After a five 
minute nap I was fine. 

Day 2-Termites, Burnt Plum Soup 
And The Soccer Guru 

Termites are horrible. They are hard to catch, 
small and taste like grit. I spent about an hour stabbing 
termites with a thin metal wire and putting them in a 
cup. In the end I had less than a grape’s worth of 
termites. I roasted them in a frying pan and they tasted 
like nothing mixed with sand. I think it might be more 
valuable to hunt for termites when the annual winged 
large queen migration begins. During the migration 
thousands of queens travel through the air searching for 
new wood to infest. 
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Plums and unripe worm infested apples are 
what I eat. There are various problems associated with 
various foods and plums and apples are not an excep¬ 
tion to this rule. Plums and apples are loaded with 
fiber and are wonderful laxatives. They are not won¬ 
derful when consumed in mass quantities. I had to shit 
all hours and my shit turned black. I remember getting 
up around three in the morning and desperately search¬ 
ing for my shoes. I made a mad dash for the toilet and 
it all spewed out. And then it spewed some more, and 
then some more, and then a little trickle. That was the 
night of the horrid burnt apple plum soup. I had 
collected a mountain of plums and apples, more than I 
could possibly ever eat. I boiled them all and the 
resulting concoction became similar to applesauce. 
Unfortunately the soup became burnt and one could 
smell the foul odor throughout the cooking space. My 
Mom, and her boyfriend Neal ate one bite. That was 
all they could handle of this retched material. I ate a 
bowl which could have housed breakfast lunch and 
dinner. I ate mouthful after mouthful until I could eat 
no more. ( By day three or four my bowels became 
used to plums and apples.) 

I dug around for sand crab fleas on the beach. 
They are the size of large grapes and are relatively 
plentiful for invertebrates of their size. The first two 
were disgusting. Then I learned how to gut them and 
they tasted like low quality shrimp. 
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After catching the sand crab fleas on the beach, 

I ran into my South American soccer coach, Thomas 
Krackhour. I wasn’t feeling very happy at the time. I 
was stupidly planing on eating two rotting crabs and 
some seaweed. What Thomas told me uplifted my 
spirits. Thomas is such an energetic positive person 
that just being around him makes you happy. As he 
stood two feet away from me, he told me that I needed 
to plug into the magic of life. “It doesn’t matter 
whether you are a dishwasher or a rich man. Happiness 
comes from within and when you help people the 
magic spreads. If you want to live in a pretty location 
like Bolinas you can be the castle gardener or the castle 
owner and still be happy. Remember our old soccer 
team. We were the best of the best. We had the magic. 
Those good Mexican teams could have beaten us in an 
instant with their skills, but we had the magic, the 
community. In the end, the other team in the finals was 
ahead because the referees were Mexican and were 
making unfair calls. Even though we were disap¬ 
pointed and lost we walked away still happy with all 
our years of soccer. We had plugged into the magic.” 
Thomas also talked about how Bolinas was the prettiest 
place in the world and how we are so lucky to live here. 
Thomas convinced me to give up my rotting crab and I 
walked away much happier. I had the magic. 

Day 3-Fishing Attempt Number One 

Mint tea was delicious and refreshing. The 
leaves were covered in aphids, but this wasn’t a prob¬ 
lem. It didn’t affect the flavor. 

My first attempt at fishing was an interesting 
experience. I went to Cooper’s house and asked what 
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to use when fishing. Gary, Cooper’s Dad, replied, 

“Use a white jig to catch stripers when the birds are 
diving nearby.” So I went fishing on agate beach. 

I assumed that a jig was a lure. I also assumed 
there would be fish around even though no birds were 
diving. The first couple of times I was optimistic and 
thought I was catching fish whenever there was a tug on 
my pole. These tugs came from seaweed and seaweed 
was all I could catch. The seaweed was tasty, but it was 
disappointing not catching fish. Then I decided to try 
to catch things in some sea grass with my net. I caught 
two tiny fish and a bunch of tiny shrimp. None of them 
were worth cooking, so I ate them all raw. It was quite 
disturbing watching the eel squirm after I ate the first 
bite of it. It never feels good to kill anything. Next I 
ate a whole small crab. It tasted bad with all the guts 
and I was about to not eat more crab, but I was hungry. 
So I caught another crab. This time I ate more guts 
since it was bigger. Blah. It tasted horrible. The next 
couple of crabs I gutted. These tasted good. I ended up 
eating about twelve crabs and became quite good at 
smashing and gutting them. I walked away with many 
crab pinches. Some crabs even pinched me when they 
were dead. I decided to try and fish a little bit more, 
and used one of the fish heads as bait on a lure. I just 
caught more seaweed. I ended my voyage with a 
bagful of seaweed I scraped off the rocks, and tons of 
seaweed from fishing. Mmmm. Delicious. 


- 22 - 





II 

*3 'ts 
vjS £« 
S § 

<3 © 
2? -V 

<> o 
^ C 


I 

o 

§ 

§ 

■s 

s 

I 


o 

o 

V 

o 

8, 

3 

?3 


s 

I 


- 23 - 







It felt pretty hopeless trying to catch bigger 
animals. I tried to chase a deer off a cliff. It was too 
fast and hid in the bushes. I braved onward and found 
myself surrounded by poison oak. I chased another 
deer on my bike, but it was too fast and disappeared in 
an instant. I threw a knife at a blue jay in my yard, but 
it darted away. 

Day Four-The Failed Cactus Quest, 
The Bird, 

and Grasshoppers 

Today was my fourth day and I was sick of 
plums. I was sick of how the acidic quality made my 
teeth tender. I was sick of how they made you crap 
every hour. And I was sick of competing with yellow 
jackets over them. I needed something new to eat. For 
breakfast I had roast apple with raw seaweed. Then I 
made some roasted wild radish. I vowed to go and 
collect prickly pear cactus near Stinson Beach so I 
wouldn’t have to eat plums for dinner. As I biked along 
I made mental notes of where I could collect food. “Ah 
there’s some apples. Another plum tree. Look at those 
delicious loquats,” I would think. 

I stumbled upon a leader from the experiential 
high school. Team I went to last year. Her name was 
Whitney and she was returning some wet suits to 
Bolinas. The look upon people’s faces is so amazing 
when I tell them I am a hunter gatherer. They simply 
cannot believe it. Whitney had a big grin on her face 
when I told her that. When I got downtown I happily 
noticed a fig tree. Most of the figs weren’t ripe, and 
most of the ripe figs were eaten by birds. I ate a few 
ripe figs and many semi ripe ones. 
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I continued my quest for the cactus, but got 
sidetracked at the farm by Pine Gulch Creek. Some 
instinct told me to go there. I found a wild potato 
growing in a compost heap. I also found a squash 
flower in the compost heap. Ha ha. No plums. I also 
found nettles, dock, and pickleweed. Ha ha. No 
plums. Then I found an enormous patch of blackber¬ 
ries. I would have stayed to pick blackberries, but the 
cactus called me onward. 

As I left I noticed a single grasshopper. I 
lunged forward and grabbed it. Then I realized I had 
no place to put it and dumped the water in my bottle to 
use as a container. As soon as I dumped it, I realized it 
would be too hard to catch more grasshoppers with my 
hands. I would have to come back with a net. I let the 
grasshopper go. “Were there more grasshoppers,” I 
pondered. As I pondered, I paused for a moment. I 
could hear a rustling in the grass all around me. I 
looked around for what made the noise. At first I saw 
nothing, but then one grasshopper popped out, and then 
another and another. This place was crawling with 
grasshoppers. I would have to come back after collect¬ 
ing the cactus. 

I hiked ever onward but got sidetracked again. 
This time I saw hazelnut trees everywhere. I thought 
about the past and how hazelnuts had been so hard to 
find, and how collecting them would probably be a 
pointless endeavor. Something instinctual told me to 
keep looking. At first glance there were no nuts. Then 
I got a little closer and saw one or two nuts. Finally, 
when I knew what I was looking for the nuts popped 
out of the tree like edible fairies. I collected a treasure 
trove of nuts. Mmmm. Tasty. 
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After I had an enormous pile of hazelnuts, I 
noticed some birds in the hazelnut forest. There were 
three of them. I ran toward the juvenile and caught it. 

It struggled and chirped in my hands. It’s parents were 
going back and forth frantically. I felt like a horrible 
monster. Was I actually going to kill it. I thought about 
how I would be destroying this bird’s life. I thought 
about if the protein value was worth the life. I thought 
about how the parent birds would be devastated and 
how the bad karma would affect me. Then I realized 
that I indirectly kill whenever I eat beef or chicken, and 
that I didn’t feel a twinge of guilt when I killed the 
termites. I also remembered The Secret Life of Plants, a 
book which described plant consciousness. I realized 
that every being has a life and a consciousness. The 
hazelnuts could have become hazelnut trees just like the 
baby bird could have become an adult. Life demands 
that we kill beautiful life to live. It is wrong to kill, but 
without killing there would be no food and no life for 
humans. I said a prayer for the juvenile to have a happy 
next life if there are next lives and then twisted its neck 
and killed it. The parents, who were about five or six 
feet away from me were horrified. I decided to aban¬ 
don my cactus hunt and cleaned the bird. I felt too 
guilty to continue onward even though the killing 
seemed like part of the natural order of things. I gutted 
the bird in Pine Gulch Creek and defeathered the warm 
body. I looked at an enormous organ in the bird which 
was filled with seeds about to be digested, and realized 
that we are like machines. 

I kept biking home, but became sidetracked and 
obsessed with the idea of more hazelnuts. I became an 
expert hazelnut hunter and gathered many handfuls of 
them. When I got home I remembered some shallots I 
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had planted a long time ago and dug up three to eat. 
Then I began cooking. I made a soup out of nettles, 
dock, squash flower, seaweed, and pickleweed. Unfor¬ 
tunately the salty pickleweed overwhelmed the nettle 
and dock flavor. The pickleweed was excellent. The 
squash flower retained its distinctive flavor. It tasted 
like zucchini. The seaweed tasted like salty slimy 
oatmeal. I didn’t boil the nettles long enough and they 
stung me, but I ate them anyway. It took about an hour 
to crack open all the hazelnuts. I used a garlic press to 
do this and became a rhythmic machine. It was a very 
mechanical process quite similar to working in an 
assembly line. I was beyond happiness for the nuts. I 
craved fat. The nuts satisfied this craving. After 
shelling I had about three large handfuls of nuts to 
enjoy. I roasted them in the toaster. Then I cooked the 
bird with the three shallots and the potato in some 
water. The resulting soup was wonderful, a culinary 
marvel. 

By this time it was almost dark, but I wanted to 
experiment with catching grasshoppers by the farm. At 
first I used my net for ten seconds and didn’t catch any. 
Then I decided to use my hands. This was a slow 
business and I only caught about two or three. I re¬ 
solved to go back to the net. This time I caught about 
five grasshoppers. And every time after that I caught 
about four grasshoppers in the net. In about thirty 
minutes I had twenty grasshoppers. I could have 
caught more, but it was getting dark and I had to take 
the grass out of the net in order to see the grasshoppers 
I was catching. Many grasshoppers jumped out of my 
hand. I had to smash their little heads so they wouldn’t 
jump away when I put them in a container. Even with 
smashed heads, a few jumped out of the container. 


- 27 - 


When I went home I promised to return to this spot and 
catch more when it wasn’t dark. I roasted the grasshop¬ 
pers in the toaster and then ate them. They tasted like 
shrimp. Lesson: everything tastes like shrimp. 

Shortly afterward I noticed a rash on my arms. 

It was probably poison oak or some reaction to the 
stinging nettles which had stung me while I ate them. 

So I skinny dipped on a secluded sector of the beach. 
My rash went away and I went to sleep in my damp 
nest. 

Day Five-Secret Orchards, Hunting 
Rabbits, 

and The Quest For The Prickly Pear 
Cactus. 

When I was little I found a prickly pear cactus 
near the Stinson Beach School. Prickly pears are a 
divine treat. They taste similar to what their name 
suggests — pears, only they have many black hard 
seeds inside their pulp and their flavor has a hint of 
watermelon. Prickly pears also have tender green 
leaves which one can roast or eat raw. I remembered 
the prickly pear cactus in Stinson as a small bush with 
only a few fruits. I also remembered collecting prickly 
pear cactus in Hawaii where I became covered in 
hundreds of their sharp tiny invisible spines. I thought 
that collecting the prickly pear would be a waste of 
energy, (not enough food/calories) and a horrible 
experience (hundreds of tiny invisible spines). Even 
though my rational mind told me not to go onward, to 
spend time collecting a known food source like plums 
or apples, some instinctual part of my mind told me to 
hunt for the prickly pear. 
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Of course I became sidetracked many times. I 
began my day transplanting bushes for my Mother 
which I planted in the wrong location. As I dug, I 
unearthed about ten plump earthworms. I would save 
these earthworms to eat or to use as bait the next day. I 
had raw plums and boiled seaweed for breakfast. 

Then I continued my quest for the cactus. 

There was so much food everywhere. I stopped my 
bike every thirty seconds or so and looked for other 
food. I gorged on blackberries near Tobi’s house and 
again near the nursery. I stopped many times to gather 
more hazelnuts. Collecting hazelnuts was much easier 
than it was initially. I remember glancing at the first 
trees where I could find barely any nuts. These initial 
trees had a horde of nuts I had overlooked. I didn’t 
want to waste too much time collecting nuts because 
the cactus was far away. However, I did gather a 
substantial amount of nuts. 

By day five I had reached an interesting rela¬ 
tionship with hunger. I no longer felt hungry and I no 
longer felt full. I guess you could say I was on a 
seafood diet. I saw food, and then I ate it. I was a 
true hunter gatherer. 

Interesting tidbit: carnivores eat infrequently, 
but each meal is Godzilla-sized. Herbivores eat small 
amounts constantly. After the invention of agriculture, 
humans shifted to the modem three meal structure, 
which sits firmly in the middle. 

After my realization, I found some toyan 
berries which I spat out. They were bitter. As I contin¬ 
ued my quest for the cactus I came upon a small water 
hole by the “y” into Bolinas. Some instinctual part of 
me said to look for food there. I caught a tadpole and 
some water snails, but didn’t save them because they 
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could have been poisonous. 

Then I saw a rabbit. The rabbit ran off into the 
reeds, grasses, and bushes. There was too much ground 
cover to see it. So I looped around the rabbit to make it 
run across the stream bank, a place with no cover. My 
plan worked. The rabbit ran across the stream bank and 
out of cover. Unfortunately it was to fast for me and 
hid somewhere in the bushes. 
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I gave up on the rabbit and was about to con¬ 
tinue my quest for the cactus when I saw a gardener 
snake by the side of the road. I grabbed my fishing net 
and swiped it just as it was about to disappear into the 
brush. “Mmmm, snake for dinner,” I thought. I 
stopped by another water hole and decided to hunt more 
game. Everywhere around me were paths the animals 
used, and large crushed bushes where the deer slept. 
Unfortunately, intimidating yellow jackets were every¬ 
where and they scared me away. Onward, ever onward. 
I stopped to look for crabs by the side of the lagoon and 
found some, but they scurried under unmoveable rocks. 
Lagoon crabs are harder to catch than agate beach 
crabs. 

Next I saw some ducks. They were situated in 
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the perfect location to stalk them. A deep stream bank 
ran next to them where they couldn’t see me. I crept up 
on the ducks and got within twenty feet of them, but 
their hearing was acute and they flew away. One duck 
swam away. I wondered if I should swim after it. 
Maybe it was injured and couldn’t fly. I decided I 
didn’t want to be cold and wet where I couldn’t dry off. 
(It was foggy.) 

I was curious as to what the ducks were eating. 

I saw some crunched crab shells. Maybe the lagoon 
crabs faced more predation from the ducks and had 
evolved into faster more agile creatures than the agate 
beach crabs. I also saw hundreds of black flies near the 
duck footprints and duck poop. There was a thick 
carpet of pickleweed everywhere, but I had eaten my 
fill of pickleweed the night before. 

As I biked onward I saw a strange tree in the 
distance. My rational mind thought, “What is that non¬ 
native species doing here. No time to waste. It’ll be 
dark soon. I must move onward.” My instinctive mind 
thought, ” Let’s go over there and hunt for food next to 
that tree.” I listened to my instinctive mind and was 
amazed to find an old abandoned orchard. Apple trees 
with semi ripe apples were everywhere. I ate plums. 
There were developing pears that were too small to eat 
and unripe figs. I gathered enough apples for breakfast. 

As I climbed the healthiest apple tree I looked 
down and was dismayed to see that one of the two 
biggest limbs had fallen down a long time ago. This 
did not seem to adversely effect the apple tree. The 
broken limb had continued growing and had doubled 
the apple tree’s size. The apple tree had the fattest tree 
trunk I have ever seen. I remembered the apple tree at 
my house which had a broken limb. We cut the broken 
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limb off because we thought it might disease or kill the 
tree. Now I will have second thoughts about cutting 
broken tree limbs. 

I climbed around on the old apple tree looking 
for large semi-ripe apples for breakfast. I also noticed 
many tiny deformed apples. I tasted the small apples 
and compared them to the large ones. The deformed 
apples were much sweeter. In fact one of them was 
perfectly ripe. It was delicious. If it was any more ripe 
it would have started to spoil. In the secret orchard I 
ate to my hearts content, but unfortunately there were 
stinging nettles everywhere. I dodged most of them, 
but a few stung me. Ouch! 

Onward, ever onward in my quest for the cactus. 
Finally I arrived at the cactus. 

I remembered this cactus as a small individual 
who could only spare a few leaves. My memory had 
obviously been faulty. What stood before me was the 
largest prickly pear cactus I have ever seen. It must 
have been one hundred years old. A gazillion unripe 
fruits beckoned me closer. I knocked a green one off 
the tree. It tasted bad. Upon further examination I 
noticed that some of the fruits were yellow. I knocked 
one of the semi ripe yellow pears off and tasted it. It 
was sweet and tasty. I had to find a way to get at the 
yellow fruits, most of which were in the heart of the 
“armed” cactus. I approached the cactus from all 
angles looking for a weakness in its defense. A small 
opening through which I could carefully weave myself 
into the heart of the cactus presented itself. I moved 
one cactus branch to the side with my net and carefully 
inched forward. I breathed a sigh of relief when I made 
it to the center where there was a small clearing. I was 
safe from the spines. The yellow fruits were every- 
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where and I happily put them in my net so as to avoid 
the almost invisible spines on the fruits. 

From the inside I made another startling discov¬ 
ery. The cactus was a tree. It had a trunk and branches 
just like a tree. The branches had lost their spiny 
quality and gained a thick brown bark just like a tree. I 
saw more yellow fruit up in the tree and decided to 
climb it. One wrong step and I would have gone 
plummeting into a never ending bed of cactus. As I 
climbed the tree I noticed the transition from the green 
section to the brown bark section. It was just like one 
of those flip books where something like an old plane 
slowly transforms into a rocket ship. First there was the 
green section. Then the fat green section, then the 
brown bark section, then the spiny bark section and 
finally the unspiny bark section which was where I was 
standing. I gathered many yellow fruits. 

Then I saw some more fruits, but I would have 
to step on an unstable piece of wood up in the tree that 
looked like it might fall. I made a stupid judgment call 
and stepped on the piece of wood as I gathered the 
fruits. The piece of wood wobbled. I tried to maintain 
my balance for about ten seconds. Luckily I didn’t fall. 
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As I wove myself out of the cactus I thought 
about how fortunate I was to have avoided all the cactus 
spines. Little did I know! About a minute after weav¬ 
ing myself out of the cactus I found little invisible 
spines biting me all over my body. It was disappointing 
that weaving through the spines had been ineffective. I 
was happy that the spines weren’t that bad. My faulty 
memory thought the spines were worse than poison 
oak. Next I collected some tender cactus leaves and ran 
into Weston Black’s Mom and Dad. They thought I 
was a cougar hiding in the cactus because they heard 
rustling noises coming from the middle of the cactus. 
Getting a few spines in me was worth the experience of 
discovering and climbing a cactus tree. Unfortunately, 
somehow the gardener snake disappeared during the 
cactus climbing fiesta. 

As I biked home, I looked at the sky. The 
clouds had turned dark and I thought it was going to 
rain. “Oh no,” I thought, “I better hurry home.” It 
started to drizzle. Despite the ominous clouds I 
stopped and was distracted many times. The first time I 
saw a deer path and felt like following it. I followed 
the overgrown path out to a small clearing. Then the 
path went into a small forest of non native conifers that 
weren’t pines. Birds fluttered around me. All of the 
sudden I had to take a shit. I found a nice plant which 
looked like a good substitute for toilet paper and took a 
shit. My shit was like that of a coyote or some wild 
animal. You could see the vegetables and grass seeds in 
it. For the first couple days of being a hunter gatherer I 
had constant diarrhea. By day four I had adjusted to my 
new diet and had regular poop. It was kind of interest¬ 
ing how the poop didn’t smell as much as normal poop. 
Another interesting thing is I had clear urine all the time 
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on the hunter gatherer diet. Normally on my non hunter 
gatherer diet I have yellow pee every once in a while. 

I left the conifer forest and hiked to Roush 
Pottery. I had always been curious about this place but 
never stopped. It was closed. I peered over his fence 
and saw pots the size of humans. His form and style 
were delightful. It is a worthwhile place to visit. 

I continued biking and saw another non-native 
tree by the side of the road. I decided to investigate 
even though there were dark brewing storm clouds. I 
found another apple tree by the non-native tree. The 
apple tree was loaded with semi ripe fruit and I gath¬ 
ered enough for the next day. I could have looked for 
more apple trees around, but it was getting dark and the 
clouds looked bad. 

I hiked onward and decided to stop by the the 
water hole and see if there were more rabbits to catch. 
Then I came up with a brilliant plan. I remembered that 
the road was situated higher than the water hole which 
meant that the rabbit couldn’t run in that direction. The 
rabbit would not want to go in the direction of the water 
hole where it would have to swim slowly. That left two 
places for the rabbit to run. One place was uphill and 
out of the cover of the bush. The rabbit wouldn’t want 
to go that way. The last direction was for the rabbit to 
run straight toward me through the bushes which was 
exactly what I wanted it to do. This was all assuming 
there was a rabbit in the brush in that exact location. I 
shook the bushes. No rabbit. I was determined and 
kept shaking the bushes. A rabbit darted out and ran in 
my direction! My heart started pounding as I chased 
the rabbit into another bush. I shook the bush and the 
rabbit darted into another bush. “Oh no,” I thought. I 
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no longer had the rabbit cornered. I ran to the other side 
of the bush and cornered the rabbit again. The rabbit 
was somewhere in the bush, but where? I parted the 
bush back and saw the rabbit. Then the rabbit darted 
into another part of the bush. It didn’t know that I could 
still see it and I pounced on it. The bush came down 
and pinned the rabbit against the ground. Then I 
grabbed the rabbit and put it in my net. 
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I don’t normally curse, but I cursed then. 
“Fuckin’ a. I caught a fucking rabbit,” I said. Most 
people think of themselves as inferior hunters compared 
to animal predators. I had become a successful preda¬ 
tor. I caught the rabbit with my hands. The rush of it 
all, the rush of the hunt was exhilarating, but I knew the 
gruesome task of killing and cleaning the rabbit lay 
ahead of me. 

I put the netted rabbit in my bike compartment 
and biked home to my Dad’s house where I got a 
hammer. I ate some plums and then left. My Dad’s 
girlfriend, Jannick is an animal lover and I didn’t want 
to kill it around her. I went up to my Mom’s house and 
laid a hammer, a knife, two bowls of water, and a plastic 
bag by a large slab of stone where I would slaughter it. 
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I figured that the best, most humane way to kill it was 
to smash the skull with the hammer, so the rabbit would 
lose consciousness. This was certainly a cruel and 
horrible way to die and as I looked at the nice cute 
bunny I felt guilty. I thought back to the fact that I have 
always liked eating chicken and beef. “How can 1 eat 
meat if I don’t face up to the fact that it comes from 
sentient, cute creatures who don’t want to die?,” I 
thought. I took one final look at the rabbit and prayed 
that it would have a good next life if there are next 
lives. Then I bashed the poor bunny in the head three 
or four times. Blood spurted out. I stuck the knife in it 
and removed the pelt and four feet. Next I gutted it. 

The warm guts spilled out and made the clean water 
murky. After gutting it, I put the carcass in the other 
bowl of water and rinsed it off. Then I began rinsing it 
off in the sink. Next I put the rabbit dish together. I 
placed apples, nasturtium leaves, bay leaves, rosemary 
and a shallot in a pan. Then I put the pan in the oven 
with a little tinfoil over it. 

What was very disturbing was the large worm in 
the hide which I had overlooked. 



- 39 - 



It writhed in and out of the hide and was disgusting. I 
felt that it would have been a waste of life to not to eat 
the rabbit. I desperately hoped that I wouldn’t get a 
worm like that inside of me. The worm was fat. It 
looked like it had lived a happy life. It was interesting 
that I felt so bad killing the rabbit, yet felt not even a 
twinge of remorse over the death of the worm. 

After an hour of cooking, I ate the rabbit. 
Nothing has felt as previously alive as that rabbit. 
When you eat meat that you don’t kill you will never 
understand how the dead meat can feel alive. The 
rabbit was delicious, but I felt a little grossed out over 
the worm incident and the blood and guts. Slaying the 
rabbit was a gruesome experience. I don’t want to kill 
any animals that large again. I’ll leave that to the beef 
and chicken distributors. 

I was covered in rabbit blood and guts, stinging 
nettle, and cactus spines so I jumped into the cold 
ocean. This was especially refreshing at night. I had 
so much energy. I ran on the beach and returned to my 
nest to sleep. My nest was damp from the drizzle, but 
it wasn’t that bad. I was lucky that the ominous clouds 
hadn’t pelted me with serious rain. I saved the hazel¬ 
nuts, earthworms, apples, cactus fruit, and cactus 
leaves for the following day. 
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Day 6-Hazelnut Tea, Parasitic Rab¬ 
bit Remains, Earthworms, Sea rocket 
and Fishing Attempt Number Two 

Day six was a mellow day. I began day six with 
an enormously delightful bowl of mint tea. Then I 
started writing about my adventures from the previous 
day. This took about four hours. Then I sterilized the 
dirty parasitic worm ridden rabbit dishes. (There was 
the gut bowl, the carcass bowl, the cutting board, the 
bloody knife and hammer, the bloody net, and an odd 
assortment of other dirty rabbit odds and ends.) I 
soaked everything in hot water and scrubbed it hard 
with a sponge. I even put rubbing alcohol on the 
cutting board. When I was done with this, I cleaned a 
large pile of dishes which had built up. 

I shelled and roasted the hazelnuts from the day 
before. They tasted like oily charcoal because I over 
roasted them. This was downright disappointing. I 
tried to extract oil from the burnt nuts by crushing them 
with a rock and putting them in hot water. This didn’t 
work and all I got was a weird drink that might have 
resembled coffee if it had brewed longer. I was impa¬ 
tient and drank the hot water before it had time to brew. 
The only good thing I got out of this experience were 
hands that had the wonderful aroma of burnt nuts. 
Luckily I overlooked two hazelnuts. I roasted and ate 
them. Delicious. 

When I was finally ready to begin hunting and 
gathering it was around three o’clock. I went to my 
faithful plum tree. My faithful plum tree has unloaded 
a monstrous amount of ripe unbruised plums onto the 
ground every morning. These plums are extra large just 
like the ones you would buy at the market. I gathered 
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so many plums from this one tree that I could have 
lived solely off of it for my entire hunter gatherer 
experience. However, I wanted variety so I gorged on 
plums and gorged on many other things. 

After eating my fill of plums I decided to pre¬ 
pare the cactus fruit and cactus pads I had gathered the 
day before. I tried to avoid the sharp invisible spines on 
the cactus fruit by cutting them open with a knife and 
spoon. Even while using extreme caution, a few of the 
cruel spines embedded themselves in my tender help¬ 
less skin. The cactus fruit was scrumptious and worth a 
few prods and pokes from the devil thorns. After that I 
cooked up a cactus pad from the previous day. (This 
had to be de-spined with a knife of course.) The cactus 
pad tasted like slimy bell peppers. 

Next I tried to gut the earthworms from the 
previous day. I cut off the head and tale of one earth¬ 
worm and tried to squeeze out the soil and guts. Then I 
boiled that worm. It remained gritty and tasted like 
nothing. I was determined and tried to gut another one. 

I smashed this earthworm with a hammer several times 
to remove the guts. This resulted in a pile of worm 
blood, guts, and soil with barely any useable worm 
meat. I cooked the small slimy smashed carcass. It was 
still gritty and tasted like chewy nothingness. I was still 
determined and cooked a third worm. This time I didn’t 
do any gutting. The worm tasted like soil and was 
horrible. I do not recommend eating earthworms. They 
are better left alone so they can fertilize the soil. 
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Next I sampled a few mulberries from my 
backyard and decided to walk my dog, Karma, on the 
beach. As I looked at the sand dunes, something re¬ 
markable happened. I remembered a plant which grew 
and created the sand dunes. A few years ago this plant 
started growing in the sand of Bolinas where nothing 
else could grow. Over time the sand built up around 
these plants and created small sand dunes which prob¬ 
ably help control erosion. I was always impressed with 
the new ecosystem these plants were creating and how 
other plants began migrating into the sand. I did a lot 
of reading about edible plants in my nest and recog¬ 
nized the plant. It was called sea rocket 
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I nibbled on the plant and loved the taste imme¬ 
diately. It resembled wasabi, except it had a much 
milder taste and didn’t have those uncontrollably spicy 
fumes that go up your nose. I brought some of this 
marvel back home and boiled it. After boiling it, more 
bitter flavors came out and it wasn’t as good. 

I decided to go fishing. I talked to one man 
who really knew his fishing. He said I could catch 
perch and used a bunch of confusing fishing jargon. I 
wasn’t that serious about fishing, so I used a freshwater 
pole in the ocean and used a lure. When I got to the 
beach I met an old weathered Native American who 
knew how to fish. Four dead perch lay in his bucket. 
He told me to use squid as bait and not to use my 
freshwater pole. I continued onward with my inferior 
fishing supplies. I cast the lure and reeled it in many 
times. I tried various speeds, but nothing seemed to 
catch fish. Instead I caught unusual red stringy sea¬ 
weed which I ate for dinner. 

There was a young kid next to me who was also 
fishing. He started smoking pot and kept trying to get 
me to use it. I told him that I don’t smoke because I 
don’t think smoking is healthy, but that I respect his 
decision to use it if he wants to. He said something 
about how Africans use pot and how all Africans are 
healthy. This argument was flawed on many levels and 
I didn’t even bother arguing with him. After that he 
left. 

Next I went home, ate some of the small ripe 
mutant apples in my backyard, cooked the delicious red 
seaweed and went to sleep in my nest. 
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Day 7-The Plum Treefop, The Fire, 

and 

My Third Fishing Attempt 

Day seven was an adrenaline pumping scary 
day. It began lijce all the other days. I relaxed in my 
nest for about an hour before beginning my foraging. 
Then I heard a rustling off in the bushes on one of the 
paths near my pest. I decided to find out what made the 
noise, but became sidetracked when I noticed a plum 
trpe with a few plunks. I ate the plums. Upon further 
examination I noticed that it was loaded with plums. 
Unfortunately tjiese plums were high up in the tree and 
almost impossible to obtain. I resolved to climb the 
tree anyway. As I went further out on the thin limbs, 
they began to bend. I ate many inferior plums. The 
best ones were just out of reach. Then I noticed a 
stronger, fatter branch that went straight up. I decided 
to climb it and find out where it went. I clutched the fat 
branch with my hands and used unstable small branches 
as footholds. When I got to the top, it was amazing. I 
somehow made it to the top where all the best plums 
were. As the sunlight danced across my face, I stuffed 
my mouth and pockets with plump plums. Going down 
was a challenge. ft felt similar tp climbing a coconut 
trpe. 

I biked around Bplinas and ate more plums and 
blackberries. There is a gargantuan old mulberry bush 
by the Grand Hotel. At first I plucked the mulberries 
from the outside of it. Then I remembered how if you 
go on the inside of the tree you can see all the berries. 

I went on the inside and wolfed down some berries. 

After biking for a while I decided to go fishing. 
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This time I would be serious about the whole thing and 
listen to Cooper’s Dad about buying a white jig for 
stripers. I would also be serious about fishing by 
listening to the Native American who told me to buy 
squid as bait for perch. I went to John’s store and 
bought a dollar’s worth of squid. Then I went to the 
lumbar yard and asked where the white jigs were. One 
of the people who worked in the lumbar yard told me to 
buy a more expensive lure which was eight dollars 
instead of a jig which was one dollar. I think he just 
wanted me to spend more money, but I listened to him 
because the jig had a label on it which stated that it had 
a carcinogenic chemical in it. They told me that I 
needed to buy another lure because a single lure could 
break away. I didn’t know what I was doing when it 
came to fishing and two lures would probably just be a 
waste of time. I could see the green money in their 
eyes and walked away. 

After buying the gear, my Dad and I went 
fishing. My Dad used squid with a hook for perch and I 


- 49 - 



used the lure for stripers. Pelicans, seagulls and terns 
were diving for fish when we got down to the beach. 
According to Cooper’s Dad this was a good sign. I 
waded into the cold water so I could cast the lure 
farther. I caught nothing except seaweed to eat. My 
Dad caught a small fish and let it go. Then my Dad left 
and I went home to get a warm jacket and hat. 

At the house I talked to my Dad’s girlfriend, 
Jannick, about the high fire danger and how the police 
would arrest people on the fourth of July for lighting 
fireworks or bond fires. I said something peculiar. I 
have no idea why I said it. I said that it was inevitable 
that a fire would bum in Bolinas at some point. I said 
that a fire has burned in practically every other town, so 
it was inevitable that a fire would bum in Bolinas at 
some point. What happened in the next five minutes 
stunned and terrified me. I walked out onto the beach 
to start fishing again and saw a large plume of smoke 
drifting across the Nuns’ retreat house on the Little 
Mesa toward Seadrift. My Mom’s house is up on the 
Little Mesa and I was very worried. At first my mind 
made up a resolution that it was just chimney smoke, 
but as I got closer I noticed how large the plume of 
smoke was. I ran home and dialed 911 (Broke the 
electricity commandment). Then I hopped into the car 
(Broke the electricity commandment) to try and rescue 
my dog Oscar. The cops wouldn’t let the car go up 
there, so I ran up a secret path, grabbed Oscar and my 
video camera and left. Up on the little mesa the fire 
was about three houses away from my Mother’s house 
in a group of eucalyptus. The air was hazy and 
smelled exactly like my burnt plum soup. I went back 
down to my Dad’s house and called my Mom up to tell 
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her about the fire and how I had rescued Oscar. I was 
determined to go up to the house and rescue other 
things, but my Dad convinced me that it wasn’t safe. 
Next I hiked to the community center where I could see 
the fire fighters battle the orange glow amidst large 
plumes of smoke. I felt helpless. Initially the fire grew 
stronger and it seemed like it might have burned down a 
sizable portion of Bolinas. I put my other two dogs in 
the car just to be safe. Then the firefighters did their 
job and the fire was contained. I was unbelievably 
happy and relieved that my house didn’t bum down. I 
also thought that it was weird how I had said it was 
inevitable that there would be a fire in Bolinas five 
minutes before the fire started. 

I decided to go fishing again. This time I used 
squid on a hook and tried the location of the mouth of 
the channel while the tide was coming in. I was so 
freaked out by the fire that I forgot to bring a jacket and 
was freezing cold. My fishing line became 
unmanageably tangled. I wallowed through frustration 
before detangling everything. I was bad at casting and 
several of my castes didn’t even make it to the ocean. 
For the first couple of casts I put too much bait on the 
hook. The fish stole the bait and swam happily away. 
Then I put a smaller amount of bait on the hook. The 
next few casts I could feel the fish nibbling. Then one 
struck. I began reeling the fish in. There’s nothing like 
the excitement of the hunt before the gruesome ugly 
killing begins. Finally I saw the fish. It was about five 
feet away from me and was beached on the sand. Then 
the unbelievable occurred. The fish broke loose and a 
wave was coming to bring it back into the ocean. I ran 
as fast as lightening and grabbed the slippery fish a 
second before the wave came. My shoes were soaked, 
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but I had the fish. I put the struggling fish in a bucket. 
Suffocation is a horrible way to die. So I stabbed the 
fish in the head to make it lose consciousness. 

Next I brought the dead fish home and looked in 
the bucket. The fish was pregnant. It had given live 
birth, not eggs, to two babies who were flopping 
around. What a sad cruel world we live in. I ran to the 
ocean to return the babies, but they probably just died. 
At the beach I talked to a man about the pregnant perch. 
He liked eating the dead babies and said they were just 
a little extra protein. When I got back, I gutted the fish 
and found about eighteen more babies all dead. I would 
eat them. I prayed for the fish and then baked them 
with apples and seaweed. The babies were especially 
tender and the fish head was the best part. By the time I 
finished devouring the fish, it was dark. 

I decided to walk Oscar back up to my Mom’s 
house and see the damage the fire had done. I was 
horrified to see a charred lifeless forest. We were so 
lucky the fire didn’t spread. I saw embers up there and 
told the fireman to spray them. He couldn’t see them 
because his flashlight made his eyes weak. He spayed 
the embers. 

After putting out part of the fire I decided to 
take a walk on the beach. Normally I like the fog 
which is always swirling around Bolinas. That night 
the fog haunted me. It looked so similar to smoke. As I 
walked along the beach I looked for glowing plankton. 
Every once in a while the ocean spills over onto the 
beach and creates giant tide pools. The water in these 
giant tide pools evaporates and the glowing plankton 
become concentrated. For my last night of hunter 
gathering there were the largest tide pools on the beach 
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I have ever seen. I swished the foamy tide pools around 
with my bare feet. Glowing ripples spread outward. I 
moved my hand along the damp sand and saw an 
explosion of green shooting stars. What an incredible 
way to end an incredible adventure. I curled up in my 
nest and went to sleep. I would miss being a hunter 
gatherer. 



The author with fish, apples, and seaweed 
in a baking pan. 
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The End 


It was sad ending such an amazing adventure. I 
had discovered secret orchards, caught a bird and a 
rabbit with my bare hands, and climbed an enormous 
tree like cactus. It felt remarkable living in sync with 
nature and becoming part of the food chain once again. 
When I spent most of my day outside I became more 
attuned to everything. I heard the grasshoppers hop¬ 
ping, saw the camouflaged hazelnuts, and felt the 
earthworms in the soil. 

Today our society spends its time living in 
shells. We are always surrounded by houses, cars, and 
concrete. Exposing myself to nature felt more natural. 
At times it wasn’t always as comfortable. My teeth 
became sore. I wasn’t always warm. I was scratched 
by blackberry thorns, intimidated by yellow jackets, 
bitten by mosquitos, stung by stinging nettle, poked by 
cacti, and infected with poison oak. You would think 
that all these things made me feel miserable. And for 
the first two days I was miserable. But eventually I 
grew accustomed to nature and these discomforts just 
became part of the experience. I hardly noticed them. 

The wilderness energized me in a way that satis¬ 
fied my soul. The dead shell we live in will never satisfy 
me in the same way that life does. Every day began as as 
a magical experience in my nest by the lush green plants 
and the chirping birds. Every day I saw magic. The shy 
families of quail who huddled together like cuddling 
humans shall always remain ingrained in my memory. 
Frolicking deer merrily munched on dry grass. An orange 
bed of monkey flower seemed to cling to a steep hillside 
forever. 
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Being an urban hunter gatherer wasn’t just a raw 
instinctual beauty filled experience. It was more than 
that. I learned several valuable lessons. I learned that 
happiness comes from within, and that to live life to the 
fullest extent you must plug into the magic. It doesn’t 
matter if you are the castle gardener or the castle owner. 
Happiness comes from within. 

Before becoming a hunter gatherer, I knew that 
everything we eat, we have to kill, but I never felt the 
killing. Killing a rabbit, a bird, and fish felt horrible, 
but I realized that it was part of the natural order of life. 
In order to live, we must capture other beings’ life 
energy whether it comes from a plant or an animal. I 
can’t eat anything if I don’t face up to the fact that it 
comes from sentient organisms who don’t want to die. 
Every being has a life and a consciousness. The hazel¬ 
nuts I ate could have become hazelnut trees just like the 
baby bird could have become an adult. Life demands 
that we kill beautiful life to live. 

The third and final lesson I learned is that we are 
surrounded by impermanence. Every day I spent killing 
other organisms to continue living. One day I will die just 
like the grasshoppers, termites, or crabs I ate. It is part of 
the natural order of life. We must die to make room for 
others to live. The day of the fire put everything into 
perspective. I could have lost my life and everything I 
owned that day. Whenever I am annoyed, I think back to 
the day of the fire and realize that my complaint is small 
and petty. Every feature of life is malleable and can 
change in the blink of an eye. All I can think about is how 
I am lucky to be alive in this instant. 

After being a hunter gatherer for a week I 
became a modem person to type up my story and give 
everyone the chance to be alive in this instant. I put the 
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sleeping bag, mattress and everything in the nest back 
inside my Mom’s house. Then I ate almond butter on 
rice cakes and had some chocolate. It was weird having 
packaged food that was so readily accessible. The food 
tasted a million times better than hunter gatherer food, 
but it didn’t feel as pure. I was sick for the next two 
days. 

After eating, I weighed myself and found that I 
lost seven pounds or about a pound a day. This was 
understandable. I only read a few edible plant and 
survival books. I had hiked around all day long in 
search of food sources. If I had been a true hunter 
gatherer, I would have known where and how to gather 
food instead of randomly searching for it. True hunter 
gatherers have millions of years of experience passed 
down to them. Some hunter gatherer tribes have an easy 
lifestyle of just napping, eating, dancing, and singing. 
Others have a harder life full of struggle and have to 
fight wolves and other predators for food. If I had been 
a true hunter gatherer I would have gained weight in the 
summer. I didn’t live the same lifestyle as the ancients. 
It is almost impossible to live exactly like the old tribes 
in an urban setting. 

Fortunately, the goal of this experiment wasn’t 
to permanently turn into a hunter gatherer. My goal 
was to live in an interesting environmentally friendly 
way for a week in hopes that people would read my 
story and become more environmentally conscientious. 

I hope I made a difference. I hope I made you reevalu¬ 
ate your life and think about how you can make a 
difference. 
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Contact information: 


Ryan Rosenblatt: 

RO. Box 100 
Bolinas, CA 94924 

rryan35@earthlink.net Please title emails “huntergatherer” 






otto people, 



special thanks to Michael Rafferty and his many hours 
of editing/collaboration. Thank you Dad and Mom for 
supporting my adventure, my dream. 
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